





Making Vacation Plans ? 


How would you like a vacation that is really different? 

one sure lo bring real relaxation to work-weary minds and 
care-worn souls? Then travel where you wish—to the moun- 
tains, the seashore, the country, the cily but visit the churches 
and shrines on your way. Just slop in for a few minutes 
with Jesus in the Tabernacle and your vacation will be one 
you will never forget. 

The following booklets slipped into your purse op pocket 


will be a handy reminder and an inspiration for each visit: 


EuCHARISTIC HEART-TALKS WITH JESUS 
ALL For THEE, O HEART OF JESUS 
Come, Let Us ADORE My Daly VISsIT 
INDULGENCED PRAYERS AND ASPIRATIONS 
THE Hoty Eucuarist, Our ALL 


Put aside “vacation teavel’”’ fears: pul your trust in the 


Infant Jesus of Prague and your (Suardian Angel. 


DEVOTION TO THE INFANT JESUS OF PRAGUE (10¢) 
“T asked the Little Infant to take care of us on our trip 
and He surely did! Unknown to us we drove all the way 
from Florida to Buffalo with a broken steering mechanism— 
without a single mishap.” 


Our HEAVENLY COMPANIONS 


“Our guardian angels saved us from serious injury in a bus 
accident. At the time I was praying to all our angels and 
I know they really saved us. One man said he didn’t know 
what kept the bus from turning over.” 


All booklets 15¢ each, unless otherwise indicated. Postage extra. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 


Tabernacle 
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Purgatory 
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I will take the Chalice of Salvation! 


Christ accepted the Chalice of suffering by which He 
accomplished the world’s salvation. When we take the 
Chalice of Salvation in Holy Mass and offer up His redeem- 
ing merits to the Eternal Father, we help to make the 
shedding of His Precious Blood avail for the salvation of the 
the whole world! 


Love for Love 


D URING the month of July, the Church concentrates her love 

and veneration upon the Precious Blood of Christ, the Price 
of our Redemption and the Pledge of our eternal salvation. The 
Precious Blood is not only a proof of Christ’s exceeding love for 
us, but also contains the rich deposit of grace and the divine 
security of supernatural help. Moreover, the Precious Blood of 
the Lamb that sparkles daily in the chalices on thousands of 
altars is not only a reminder of Christ’s great love for us, but is 
also a ringing challenge to our love for Him. Love demands love 
in return. In the words of our Holy Father, Pope John XXIII:— 


“If the value of the Blood of the Man-God is infinite, and if 
the charity is infinite that urged Him to shed It on the eighth 
day after His birth and with great abundance in the agony in 
the garden, in the scourging and crowning with thorns, on the 
way to Calvary and in the Crucifixion, and finally from the 
open wound in His side, as a symbol of that same Divine Blood 
that flows in all the Sacraments of the Church, it is not only 
suitable but supremely proper that all those redeemed by Its 
saving stream should pay a tribute of adoration and loving 
gratitude to It.” 


Our Holy Father urged the faithful, when assisting at Holy 
Mass, to unite themselves very closely with the priest at the 
Consecration and Elevation of the Chalice, and to repeat men- 
tally with him the words he pronounces at the time of his Com- 
munion: “I will take the Chalice of Salvation and call upon the 
name of the Lord... May the Blood of our Lord Jesus Christ 
preserve my soul to life everlasting. Amen.” In this way, he 
said, when they approach the Communion Table they will receive 
more abundantly the fruits of redemption, resurrection and eter- 
nal life which the Blood of Christ gained for the whole world. 
-And, nourished with the Body and Blood of Christ, and sharing 
in His divine virtue, which raised up legions of martyrs, they will 
go forward to face the daily struggles, sacrifices, and, if necessary, 
even martyrdom, in defense of virtue and the kingdom of God, 
feeling within themselves that ardor of charity that led St. John 
Chrysostom to exclaim: “We arise from that Table like lions 
spitting fire, having become formidable to the devil, thinking on 
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Him who is our Head and of all the love that He had for us.... 
This Blood, if worthily received, puts the devils to flight, calls 
the angels, and even the very Lord of the angels, to us.” 


Knowing as only he can what great benefits may be derived 
from devotion to the Precious Blood, the Holy Father spoke with 
all the vehemence of his heart: 


“Oh, if Christians only reflected more often on the paternal 
warning of the first Pope: ‘Conduct yourselves with fear in the 
time of your sojourning. You know that you were redeemed 
from the vain manner of life handed down from your fathers, 
not with perishable things, with silver or gold, but with the 
Precious Blood of Christ, as of a lamb without blemish and 
without spot’ (1 Peter 1:17-19). 


“If only they heeded with more concern the exhortation of the 
Apostle of the Gentiles: ‘For you have been bought at a great 
price. Glorify God and bear Him in your body’ (1 Cor. 6:20). 
How much more worthy, more edifying would their morals be, 
how much more salutary for the whole of humanity would be 
the presence of Christ’s Church in the world! Were all men to 
heed the invitations of the grace of God—of God who desires 
them all to be saved because He wanted them all to be redeemed 
by the Blood of His Only-begotten Son, and calls all to be mem- 
bers of a single Mystical Body, of which Christ is the head— 
how much more brotherly would the relations between individ- 
uals, peoples, and nations become! How much more peaceful, 
more worthy of God and of human nature, created in the image 
and likeness of the Almighty, would social co-existence come to 
be!” 


While we hear so much in our days of a “co-existence” with 
godless powers that can never be effective because the principles 
of the two powers are diametrically opposed, let us take deeply 
to heart the exhortations of our Holy Father, who asks that dur- 
ing the month and on the feast dedicated to the worship of the 
Blood of Christ, we make It the object of more devoted medita- 
tions and of more frequent sacramental Communion; that re- 
flecting on the teaching of the Scriptures and of the Fathers of- 
the Church, we consider the superabundant and infinite value 
of this truly most Precious Blood, one drop of which has the 
power to cleanse the whole world from sin. Thus we will promote 
the true “social co-existence” which he referred to in the above 
quotation, and will help to make our Catholic Faith the powerful 
force it should be in our turbulent world. 
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The Rock of Freedom 


N A national holiday there is one emotion that should be 
found in the heart of every American—patriotism—love of 
the fatherland. The very origin of the word, from the Latin for 
“father,” implies that one’s love for country should parallel the 
deep love he has for his natural father. The fullest expression 
of this love is found in the sacrifices made for the country’s well- 
being. Countless graves, honored tombs and purple hearts bear 
testimony to such sacrifices by individuals who made the supreme 
sacrifice of their lives in defense of country, or in defence of men’s 
inalienable rights and their application to oppressed peoples. 
National institutions, constructive and progressive works of all 
kinds furthered by governmental agencies reveal the sacrifices 
of devoted service and financial support on the part of citizens 
everywhere, rich and poor, small and great, which is patriotism 
under another form. 

On the Fourth of July, when we celebrate our national In- 
dependence, we are reminded of the noble document which sums 
up beautifully and succinctly the true spirit of America and her 
political philosophy. We are a free people, we wish to remain 
free under God, and we want all other nations to enjoy a similar 
freedom, with the same high ideals and truths that have made our 
nation great; for “We hold these truths to be self-evident, that all 
men are created equal; that they are endowed by their Creator 
with certain inalienable rights; that among these are Life, Liberty 
and the Pursuit of Happiness” (Preamble to the Declaration of 
Independence). We are a people who freely acknowledge that 
GOD is the source of our human rights and that every human 
person has a certain dignity because he is a child of God. Each 
and every one, as a creature, has the same individual rights be- 
cause he has the same relationship to God. Our patriotism has 
its root in this relationship, this common brotherhood wherein 
we live as one big national family. 


We love America for the liberty she guarantees, for the free- 
dom she fosters, for the tolerance she displays, for the charity 
which binds all men together in love. Yet, we cannot close our 
eyes to the manner in which millions of her citizens worship false 
gods of gold and silver, of power and success, of pleasure and 
sinful indulgence, and ignore the One True God,. We cannot be 
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unmindful of the godlessness that pervades our system of secular 
education and results in a godless spirit pervading much of our 
national life. We cannot overlook the monstrous moral evils, 
such as divorce and birth control, which wreck so many homesand 
destroy the sanctity of so many marriage bonds. We cannot 
ignore the crimes and vices that make the “news” of the day and 
push out wholesome, uplifting things that make life worth living. 
We cannot close our eyes to the tide of filth engulfing youth on 
all sides and corrupting the hope of future greatness in America. 
We cannot ignore the pagan and atheistic propaganda in films, 
songs, books and magazines, the over-emphasis on things of the 
flesh, on violence, horror, the get-rich-quick schemes, the disre- 





xk * x* * 


The American's Creed 
William Tyler Page 


I believe in the United States of America as a govern- 
ment of the people, by the people, for the people; whose 
just powers are derived from the consent of the governed; 
a democracy in a republic; a sovereign nation of many sov- 
ereign states; a perfect union, one and inseparable; estab- 
lished upon those principles of freedom, equality, justice 
and humanity for which American patriots sacrificed their 
lives and fortunes. I therefore believe it is my duty to my 
country to love it, to support its constitution, to obey its 
laws, to respect its flag, and to defend it against all enemies. 





spect and defiance of authority, which are undermining our 
nation’s ideals and substituting a false set of values. We cannot 
continue to make believe that there is a recognition of equal 
rights when racial inequities lead to social conflicts and shameful 
injustices. 

We sing with great enthusiasm: “God bless America!” and 
our heart is in the song; but can God bless a nation if it relies 
upon the strength of its own arsenal and not on His aid from on 
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high? Are we not warned by Holy Scripture that “God resists 
the proud”? Will the God of compassion bless America if she 
stocks up or wastes food while peoples elsewhere starve? Will He 
spare the scourge of war if we do not set our spiritual house in 
order and re-arm spiritually? 

God’s blessing comes at a price, and the price is the observ- 
ance of His law, respect for His rights, the public worship of Him, 
at least on the Lord’s Day. And alas, our beloved America has 
been gravely deficient in giving Him His rightful place in national 
life because too many have been gravely deficient in giving Him 
His place in their individual lives. No mere readjustment of 
social and economic conditions will save America from the peril 
of Communism. We must atone for our errors and sins. Reform 
of the person, of the human agents that make up America, must 
come. All human activities in the political, social and economic 
spheres involve ethical principles which are ignored only to our 
destruction. Government has a sanction above that conferred 
by mere force of numbers and billions spent for national defense. 
Nations as well as people sow what they reap. The people of a 
nation bring evils upon themselves by their failure to live as 
God wants them to live. 


American citizens as a whole must be convinced that religion 
has a vital relation to the problems of life and to the well-being of 
our country. True freedom lies in a right relationship to God 
and to fellowmen. 

His Holiness, Pope John XXIII, expressed this truth in 
powerful words some time ago when addressing the Regents of 
San Marino. He said: “The love for freedom in which you were 
brought up and educated can boast of exquisitely Christian roots 
among you. Your fathers captured the true meaning of freedom 
when they taught you never to separate its name from the name 
of God, who is its irreplaceable foundation. True freedom is a gift 
of God, and can truly blossom and prosper only where the Spirit 
of God dwells: ‘Ubi spiritus Dei, ibi libertas’-—‘Where the Spirit 
of the Lord is, there is freedom’ (2 Cor. 3:17). Along with this, 
your fathers taught you how to protect this precious gift from 
being lightly abandoned, and your fathers also showed you the 
way to secure the desirable fruits of freedom, such as peace, har- 
mony, and respect for those spiritual values on which human well- 
being and the permanency of public institutions depend. 

“We like to recall this lesson taught by your history, because 
the word ‘freedom’ is uttered by men perhaps more often than 
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any other word, while its true essence eludes the grasp of the 
majority. The reason for this is easily discovered. Men have 
believed that they had freedom securely in their possession and 
have placed it under an armed guard; they also have placed it in 
the safekeeping of the law and of human conventions, and have 
neglected to build it on the unbreakable rock of faith in God. 
However, if we put God to one side, we find that, without God, 
freedom is merely a word written on water. Without God’s help, 
no house can be solidly built, nor is there any city that can rely 
for its defense only on the vigilance of men (cf. Ps. 126:1).” 

The American Catholic has always given to his country the 
same loyal service that he gives to his Church. He knows that 
the Catholic solution to the world’s quest for unity and peace is 
the union of all men in the Mystical Body of Christ. This 
Mystical Body is Christ’s plan for “peaceful co-existence,” and is 
meant to be a powerful influence in national and international 
affairs, in labor relations and race questions. We are basically a 
religious and law-abiding people, but all of us, Catholics or other- 
wise, must accept the challenge to be more religious and more 
law-abiding so that we may all be “better Americans.” By the 
power of prayer, by worthy example, by good words and good 
works, each must help to lead his fellow-Americans away from 
immoral and irreligious infiuences and from the lust for the things 
of this world to the God and Father of us all, who will defend our 
national interests far better than any merely human strategy. 

On this Fourth of July give your country and your fellow- 
citizens your Mass and Holy Communion, offered with the in- 
tention of fostering the true unity and “peaceful co-existence” 
that is rooted and founded in the charity of Christ. Beg the 
Divine Ruler of the Nations to unite us all together in His King- 
dom, the Kingdom of His Church here on earth, and the 
Kingdom of Heaven in the world to come. 





HELP. the San Diego Building Fund! 


Every gift, large or small, says to God: I love You, and I love 
the souls that Perpetual Adoration helps to save! 
God love you! 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 


72 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


Our Lady of the Atonement 


Feast, July 9 


D EVOTION to Our Lady of the Atonement began at the turn 

of the 20th century with Father Paul James Francis, S.A., 
and Mother Lurana Mary Francis, S.A., the founders of the 
Society of the Atonement, Graymoor, Garrison, New York. 
When they began to invoke Our Lady under this title they were 
not yet Catholics, but members of the Anglican Church. Their 
love for Our Lady, however, was strong and real, and perhaps it 
was because of it that they received the grace to enter the “Fold 
of Peter” on October 30, 1909. Having attained full Christian 
life in the Mystical Body, they continued with their special de- 
votion to the Virgin Mary under the title “Our Lady of the 
Atonement.” 

According to Father Paul, a twofold idea lies beneath the 
title. It includes the idea of the Cross and Redemption by the 
Blood of Christ, and the idea of Unity. He used to say that when 
Our Blessed Mother stood beneath the Cross, and later when she 
held in her arms the mangled Body of Jesus, her garments were 
stained with His Blood. He liked to repeat the verses of a hymn 
which read: 


“Remind us by thy mantle, 
All steeped in crimson red, 
The Precious Blood of Jesus 
To save men’s souls was shed.” 


That is why he chose a red mantle as the dominant color of 
the picture of Our Lady of the Atonement. This outer garment 
or cloak in which Mary is depicted is a deep crimson, designed to 
symbolize the Precious Blood of Christ, shed on Calvary. It 
points also to her role in the mystery of atonement for sin: the 
Redemption of mankind. It reminds the beholder that Mary is 
Our Lady of Sorrows and co-Redemptrix of the human race. It 
can also tell us that Mary Immaculate is the source of the Pre- 
cious Blood. 

But there is a second explanation of the name “Our Lady 
of the Atonement” which means “Our Lady of Unity,” for it may 
be so divided that it forms the words “At-one-ment.” Thus it 
indicates that Mary is the great means of uniting men with God 
and with one another. She is the Mediatrix of Graces, ever 
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praying for the union of all men in the one Church established by 
her beloved Son. 

Father Paul was convinced that Our Blessed Mother had a 
special predilection for this title. “We have every reason to 
believe,” he wrote, “that the Blessed Virgin especially loves this 
title that links her name with that of Jesus in the glorious work 
of the Atonement wrought upon the Cross.... Atonement 
speaks of reconciliation, pardon, peace, and of the fulfillment of 
the prayer—first breathed by her Divine Son and so often re- 
peated by herself—that Christian believers may be ONE.” 

“There is no surer or easier way of uniting men with Christ 
than Mary,” wrote St. Pius X. Conscious of the great need of 
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religious unity in the world, we must turn to Mary, asking her to 
intercede for all who are separated from her Son. She longs to 
bring about the conversion of sinners, the return of all Schis- 
matics and Protestants to the Church, and to win over the Jews 
and Mohammedans, and even atheists and communists. She is 
a special patroness of Christian Unity, whether we choose to in- 
voke her under this title or another more familiar to us. Her 
Mother’s heart embraces all mankind. She is the true “Mother 
of all the living,” and yearns to see all races and peoples united 
in the Mystical Body of her Divine Son. 


From earliest times Mary has been called the “destroyer of 
all heresies.” Each succeeding era has proved how well she 
deserves this claim. Though we may invoke her under new titles, 
we of the 20th century place the same confidence in this preroga- 
tive of hers as did the faithful of old. We know how deeply con- 
cerned she is about the fortunes of the Church and the salvation 
of souls. Our Lady of the Atonement is the Madonna of Unity. 


In nearly every talk that Pope John XXIII gives, there is 
a plea for prayers for the success of the Ecumenical Council now 
in preparation, and a call to the faithful to increase the number 
of their prayers and to deepen their fervor in supplicating God 
through the Blessed Virgin for the re-engrafting of the separated 
branches into the Mystical Vine. Let us stimulate our fervor 
by invoking Our Lady of the Atonement as the Madonna of 
Unity. 

The feast of Our Lady of the Atonement fittingly comes dur- 
ing the month of the Precious Blood—July 9. “By the com- 
munion of sorrows between Christ and Mary, she has deserved 
to become the dispenser of all the blessings that Jesus acquired 
for us by His Blood.” Our Savior’s Blood poured down on Cal- 
vary’s Cross to cleanse the whole world from sin and to raise men 
up into the friendship and love of God. Our Lady is Our Lady 
of Atonement because she is Our Lady of the Precious Blood. 
She is ever offering this infinite Oblation to atone for all that 
separates man from God, and to implore the precious graces 
which the merits of that Blood have won for souls. Let us, too, 
offer up that Blood through her immaculate hands to the Father, 
asking that He may glorify His Son and Our Lady of the Atone- 
ment by bringing back to the one fold all the straying sheep, 
making them obedient to the guidance of the universal Shepherd, 
His Vicar on earth, and banishing error from the earth, putting 
an end to disunity and restoring peace to all Christian people. 
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“Father, Forgive Them” 


Father Winfrid Herbst, S.D.S. 


BLACKROBE, what is your desire? — It was down in Texas, 

when that country was yet a wilderness, inhabited by numer- 
ous and bloodthirsty bands of savages—North American Indians, 
we are wont to call them. Immigration to the Lone Star State 
was just beginning then, that deceptive immigration which lured 
thousands of foreigners to the weary wastes and boundless 
prairies of the Great Southwest, there sadly to disillusion them 
and to add to unimproved temporal affairs a frequent loss of faith 
and spiritual goods, owing to an almost entire absence of the 
ministrations of Holy Church. 


But zealous missionaries are to be found always and every- 
where; for God has ever raised up hardy and self-sacrificing men 
to do that pioneer work which enables the Church to boast of 
universality in the most common acceptation of the word. Such 
a hero was Bishop Audin, Texan missionary, of wide repute, in- 
deed, but better known to God than to men, like all of his kind, 
and reigning now, we may confidently hope, with the Lord of 
all tribes and peoples. Astounding would be the recital of the 
hardships which he endured, of the sacrifices which he made, in 
order to convert at least some of the Indians of Texas to God. 

Only the faith of Christ can inspire mortal men to bear what 
our Catholic missionaries have ever borne. Before the mind’s 
eye of such heroes there must be ever present the image of Christ 
Crucified, that first Great Missionary who endured hardships and 
suffered deprivations, unutterably immense, and who died upon 
an infamous gibbet in unspeakable agony for the salvation of 
immortal souls. Yes, indeed; the heart of the apostolic mission- 
ary must beat in unison with the Sacred Heart of Jesus dying 
upon the cross. He must follow in the footsteps of the Master 
who died that men might live—might live forever in heaven. 
For the servant is not above the master. Of such a spirit was 
Bishop Audin. Twenty years had he toiled among the savage 
tribes of the southern prairies when the incident that is here re- 
lated took place. 

One day during a missionary tour among the scattered 
Indian tribes a small detachment of warlike savages called upon 


76 TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


him, earnestly requesting him to visit their chief, who had been 
severely wounded by an arrow in battle. Bishop Audin had some 
knowledge of medicine and surgery, especially as regards the con- 
coction and application of herbs and similar rude but effective 
remedies of the wilderness. This the Indians knew; and this it 
was, accordingly, that not infrequently obtained entrance for him 
into tribes and villages and wigwams to which he would not 
otherwise have had access. Such was the case in this particular 
instance. 


Full of sympathy and urged by charity, the bishop unhesi- 
tatingly consented to accompany the rude delegation, and im- 
mediately made the few preparations necessary for the journey. 
For two days they marched onward, making a bee line for the 
village in truly Indian fashion, traversing trackless forests and 
boundless prairies and with the heavens above as their only tent. 
By noon of the third day they arrived at the wigwams of the 
afflicted tribe. Some refreshment having been offered to the mis- 
sionary by the natives, he was led into the wigwam of the chief. 
A powerfully built redskin in the prime of life lay upon a rude 
couch of leaves, grass, and moss. He was still adorned with all 
the trappings of his dignity. Weapons of various kinds lay scat- 
tered about the wigwam; and on the posts hung bunches of hair, 
the scalps of the conquered, the gruesome emblems of Indian 
victory. Near the couch lay a shell full of some refreshing drink 
for the suffering warrior. An enemy’s deadly arrow had inflicted 
a mortal wound in his side. But with stoical indifference he gazed 
into space, scarcely noticing his visitor, and enduring his agony 
with the heroic resignation of the manly chieftain. Yet his breath 
came and went in short, quick gasps, breathing forth, as it were, 
his well-nigh irrepressible pain. But now he turned a warrior’s 
fearless eye towards the missionary and spoke the above words 
in the deep guttural of the savage. “Blackrobe, what is your 
desire?” 

“T would ask whether I can be of any assistance to you, or 
whether I may procure your admission into the beautiful wigwam 
of the Great Spirit,” answered the missionary. 


“Blackrobe, I am past all cure! The arrow struck my life.” 
And he showed the priest the ugly gaping wound. It was indeed 
beyond all cure. “But,” he continued, “speak to me about the 
Great Spirit.” 


“If you would enter into the beautiful wigwam of the Great 
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Spirit, you must believe everything that He tells you through me, 
and you must let me wash your head.” 

“What says the Great Spirit?” Calm and serious was the 
gaze which the savage chieftain fixed upon the missionary. 

The latter then began to speak of God, who created heaven 
and earth and all things else, the one only God, who is the Ruler 
and Preserver of the universe, who has revealed Himself to man 
in three Divine Persons, in order to show him the way to His 
beautiful wigwam. The chieftain nodded his assent and approba- 
tion. “These things are not new to me,” he said slowly; “also I 
know of the Great Spirit and that He has spoken to men.” 

But the missionary continued. He spoke of the happiness 
of man in God’s garden of Paradise; he told of how our first 
parents fell into sin, thus bringing upon themselves and upon 
their descendants the curse of God, untold misery, suffering, sick- 
ness, and death. The chief did not seem at all to marvel. “All 
these things have my fathers also taught me,” he said. 

But now the priest began to speak of God’s great mercy, of 
His pity for poor, fallen mankind. He told of how the Son of 
God had become man and had come to earth to save the human 
race, to make men happy again, to lead them back to the beauti- 
ful wigwams of the Great Spirit. At these words the wounded 
savage raised himself slightly. His features, distorted by pain, 
assumed an expression of complete astonishment. ‘“Blackrobe,” 
he exclaimed, “that is beautiful and good to hear! What you 
now say is very good to hear and makes the heart laugh.” Then 
his glance fell, and he became silent. 

“This Son of God,” continued the missionary, after a pause, 
“thas sent me to you to tell you what you must do.” 

“And what is that, Blackrobe?” asked the dying Indian, 
without raising his eyes. 

“He wants you firmly to believe in Him and to love Him 
with your whole heart.” 

“Blackrobe, all that I have done. Even from the moment 
you mentioned His name have I done it. Why should I not be- 
lieve the Great Spirit?” With that he extended his hand to grasp 
the priest’s and press it to his forehead. 

“Not only must you love Him,” said the missionary, “not 
only must you love Him who became man for you, but also all 
men, even your enemies.” 

Scarcely had he uttered these words, when the Indian cast 
upon him a quick glance of utter amazement. “Even my en- 
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emies?” he asked in a voice of surprised incredulity, as his eyes 
glowed and flashed fire. “You desire, Blackrobe, that I forgive 
my enemies?” He placed his hand upon the gaping wound in his 
side. “No! the Indian warrior cannot do that; for when I am 
gone my brothers must revenge my death. Blackrobe, seven men 
shall fall to blot out the chieftain’s death—such is the law among 
the redmen! An enemy is not to be forgiven.” 


Then he paused, too much weakened to continue. The thirst 
for revenge had exhausted the little remaining strength of the 
wounded warrior. For a moment the missionary was silent. Then 
in calm persuasive tones he assured the chief that not he, but 
the Great Spirit, commanded this, even the Great Spirit who 
created all things and who became man out of pity for the fallen 
race. But the Indian shook his head saying that it could not be 
so and that the Great Spirit could not issue such a command. 
Blood must be revenged by blood: such was the teaching his 
fathers had handed down. Thereupon two other savages who 
were in the wigwam likewise sought to convince the priest of the 
lawfulness of bloody vengeance. He bade them be silent. 

“But you surely wish to dwell in the beautiful wigwam of 
the Great Spirit,” urged the missionary; “and so do your enemies. 
For the Great Spirit also made your enemies, and He wishes like- 
wise to show mercy to them. But now, enemies cannot live to- 
gether in the beautiful wigwam of the Great Spirit, because eter- 
nal peace dwells there. Hence, forgiveness must take place on 
earth.” 

All this the dying warrior could not comprehend; for where 
human passions are concerned, there the intellect is doubly dark- 
ened and the will thrice weak. He shook his head and instinc- 
tively clutched a murderous tomahawk which lay near. And 
grim revenge distorted his features, in which could already be 
seen signs of approaching dissolution. 

At this the missionary began to despair of the chieftain’s 
conversion. But he seized the crucifix suspended from his neck, 
held it up to the Indian’s gaze, and exclaimed, “Behold, O Indian 
chief, the Son of God, who in His great goodness came to earth 
to save fallen mankind, was also wounded unto death by His 
enemies. And this Redeemer, in order to procure your entrance 
into the beautiful wigwams of the Great Spirit—this Redeemer, 
while hanging upon the cross, asked the Great Spirit, His Father, 
to forgive His enemies. That is what the Son of God did, and 
you are not willing likewise to forgive your enemies?” 
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The dying warrior was dazed with astonishment. He gazed 
upon the crucifix. A look of utter amazement spread over his 
features. “Blackrobe, do you speak truth when you say this?” 

“Yes; I speak nothing but the truth.” 

The missionary ceased speaking. The chief fell back upon 
his rude couch and remained quiet for a long time. Exteriorly 
he was calm and seemingly indifferent, but interiorly a mighty 
struggle must have been taking place. No one dared to break 
the tense silence. Finally the Indian spoke in deep, earnest 
tones. “Swear to me, Blackrobe, swear by the Great Spirit that 
what you say is truth.” 

And the missionary answered with a voice in which there 
was a ring of persuasive solemnity, “I swear it by my God, who 
is also your God, and who has sent me to seek the redman and 
to do him good!” 

“Blackrobe, if it be truth that the Son of the Great Spirit, 
dying upon the cross besought pardon for His enemies and for- 
gave them, then also I must do even as He did.” The chief turned 
to the two Indians. “Summon the men of the tribe,” he said. 

The savages instantly obeyed, leaving the missionary alone 
with the suffering warrior. Both were silent. But in his heart 
the priest was sending up fervent prayers to the God of pardon- 
ing love for the soul of this poor mortal. Meanwhile he did what 
little he could for the chief’s comfort. The latter showed himself 
grateful for the least service. 

Gradually the wigwam filled with braves, all fully armed. 
They formed a semicircle round the couch of their chief and 
waited expectantly. The most renowned men of the tribe were 
there. 

“T must die,” the wounded Indian began, after the last man 
had entered. “The Great Spirit has sent this Blackrobe to me, 
and I must let him wash my head in order that I may enter into 
the Great Spirit’s beautiful wigwam. But first I must do what 
the Great Spirit did, and that is but just. He forgave His en- 
emies; also I wish to forgive my enemies.” 

The assembled braves stared at him in astonishment. Not 
one dared to speak. “Warriors, braves, swear to me by the Great 
Spirit for my sake to take no revenge on my enemies! I, your 
chief, desire it. Cast aside your weapons and swear!” And the 
warriors cast their weapons to the ground and swore as the chief 
desired. 

The missionary now called for water in order to baptize the 
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dying Indian. When the latter beheld these preparations, he said, 
“Lift me up!” The priest tried to dissuade him, seeing that every 
movement caused him excruciating pain. “Indian braves, lift: 
me up and lay me on my face,” he repeated. “I feel that the 
Great Spirit Himself would speak to me.” The men did as he 
commanded. 

Thereupon the veteran warrior received the Sacrament of 
Baptism with the resignation and simplicity of a child. His soul 
was washed whiter than snow. His fellow-warriors were moved 
to the heart. At a sign from the priest they then left the wigwam, 
only to be converted a few days later to the faith of their de- 
parted chief. 

The missionary remained with the dying Indian yet another 
day, teaching him to pray and rejoicing in the contemplation of 
a faith that was as simple as it was sincere. Then that hardy 
chieftain died—died repeating His Master’s prayer, that prayer 
which divine love forced from the livid lips of a suffering and. 
dying God, “Father, forgive them.” 








What Is a Vocation ? 


It is God’s loving choice of a definite work for a soul by which that 
person will contribute to the building up of the Mystical Body of Christ: 
and store up rich merits for himself in eternity. 

If you are a young woman beween 16 and 30 and think God may 
want you to devote your life to the Perpetual Adoration of the Most 
Blessed Sacrament, why not miake a visit to our Motherhouse at Clyde 
if you can, and see for yourself what our life is? Write now for complete 
information about our Benedictine Eucharistic life. 


Address: Rev. Mother Prioress General 
Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 
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LISTEN! 


N THE more leisurely and courtly days of old, “Your servant, 
Sir,” was an accepted form of acknowledging an introduction 
or closing a letter. This gracious echo of bygone times seems to 
place the speaker at the disposal of the one addressed. He is 
ready for service, eager to carry out any command. In many 
ways this attitude is typical of St. Benedict and the Rule he 
wrote, a Rule followed not only by those in the religious life but 
by many leading active lives in the professional and social worlds. 
St. Benedict was always a servant of Christ, ready to do His 
bidding, eager for His command. He was ever “at His service.” 
St. Benedict, in short, listened to God. And good listeners are 
becoming an increasingly rare species! 

The first words of the Rule show us St. Benedict’s mind on 
the matter: “Listen, my son!” He was an old man when he 
wrote the Rule, a man of wide experience in the following of 
Christ, and now he wanted to put that experience at the service 
of his spiritual children. So, “Listen... let your heart willingly 
hear... the admonitions of your loving father.” St. Benedict 
knew men. He knew the Roman aristocrats, knew the rough and 
ready barbarians who were taking over the empire. He looked 
for what was good in both. But for one type he had little use: 
the eternally unsettled, the giddy, always ready with a foolish 
joke, always talking, never listening. With the psalmist, Benedict 
believed that the overly-talkative man would never reach his goal. 
He wanted his followers to be listeners: men and women with 
peace in their hearts, where the quiet voice of God could make 
itself heard. Like Elias, the great prophet of ancient Israel, 
Benedict had discovered that God usually does not choose the 
wind, nor the earthquake, nor the fire to make known His will, 
but “a gentle whisper” (3 Kings 19:12). 

Each description St. Benedict sets down in his Rule of a 
true monk indicates one who listens.’ Such a monk is a soldier 
fighting for Christ, our true King, a soldier quick to hear and 
heed the commands of his Leader. He is a child of our Father 
in heaven, a child who loves to hear his Father’s voice. He is a 
scholar in the school of the Lord’s service, a scholar eager to learn 
from his Divine Teacher. 


One who seeks God, inside or outside the monastery, is one 
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who listens to God, for vocation is essentially a willing and faith- 
ful response to God’s call. When the Apostles saw Jesus trans- 
figured on Mount Tabor, they heard the Father’s voice from the 
cloud: “Hear Him!” To all who follow St. Benedict’s Rule, who 
strive for a transformation into Christ, those same words are 
addressed: “Hear My Son; listen to Christ, who is the Way by 
which you will return to Me.” Christ also seeks those who will 
listen to Him. Calling Himself the Good Shepherd, He added: 
“My sheep hear My voice.” Our whole Christian life is only an 
answer to Christ’s voice, a response to His call. A religious voca- 
tion simply intensifies the call. 


In the loud and busy world around us, the quiet voice of 
Christ can easily go unheard. The world talks more than it 
listens. All sorts of noise can drown out Christ, unless we ask 
Him to say to us, as He did to the storm long ago: “Peace—be 
still!” We must try to get away from noise, if not physically, at 
least spiritually, by withdrawing into the quiet of our hearts from 
time to time, there to listen to God. We should be listeners, so 
that He may be the speaker, so that we may record His words 
faithfully in our minds and hearts as Our Lady did. “But Mary 
kept all these things, pondering them in her heart” (Luke 2:19). 


This habit of listening to God will produce peace in our lives 
and aid us to give peace to others. From our own experience we 
know what gracious company a good listener is. God, too, looks 
for those who listen to Him. He has much to say to such souls. 
St. Benedict indicates this in a passage of his Rule, very char- 
acteristic of his spirit and very meaningful for us today: “What 
can be sweeter than this voice of the Lord inviting us? Behold, 
in His loving kindness the Lord points out to us the way of life!” 
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Safe Home 








\/ATCHING the prep- 
arations for a vaca- 
tion, whether this means 
a two-weeks’ stay at a 
friend’s cottage or merely 
a day’s outing to the 
beach, mothers are sure 
to warn their children 
against possible dangers 
and beg them to “come 
home safe.” On her feast 
of July 16, our Immacu- 
late Mother does much 
the same thing, for this 
feast is always connected 
with her Brown Scapular 
and the protection it af- 
fords. In bestowing this 
scapular long ago, Mary 
called it a sign of salva- 
tion, and such it has cer- 
tainly proved to be for the millions who have worn it since. 








The Brown Scapular of Mount Carmel is one of the sacra- 
mentals of the Church. This means that it is a sign and instru- 
ment of the grace of Christ. Through the blessing and prayer of 
the Church, a sacramental achieves a spiritual effect. Sacra- 
mentals do not, like the sacraments, give sanctifying grace im- 
mediately, but they dispose the soul to receive it. When the 
Church’s blessing is invoked on some object, such as the scapular, 
and the one wearing it does so with devotion and faith, actual 
graces are conferred. Sometimes temporal benefits are received, 
and, because the soul is stirred to make acts of love of God and 
sorrow for sin, venial sins can be remitted along with the tem- 
poral punishment due to them. 


Such precious effects merit our respect and use of these 
“little sacraments.” Both sacraments and sacramentals share a 
common purpose: our sanctification. Though they differ in 
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efficacy and intensity, both draw their power from the fountain- 
head of all grace: Christ. Sacramentals might be called the ex- 
tension and radiation of the sacraments into the small details of 
our daily living. Holy water, medals, blessed candles, scapulars: 
all are reminders and helps to the work of living the Christ-life. 


It is in this light that the Brown Scapular takes on its 
deepest significance. It is bestowed with the blessing of the 
Church—and when the Church blesses, Christ blesses. Christ 
wills that we come to Him. He lived and died to achieve our 
salvation. Mary, who stood beside the Cross, who saw the ter- 
rible price paid for our ransom, who knew the blessed joy of the 
Resurrection, wills in union with her Son that we know this same 
joy. She has translated this will into action by giving us the 
scapular. For the scapular, this “sign of salvation,” is bestowed 
to do its part in helping us never to be separated from Christ. It 
is a promise of Mary’s guidance and protection all through life, 
but especially at the hour of death. It is at this hour that those 
who have tried to live as children of Mary, who have worn her 
scapular faithfully and have fulfilled the conditions laid down for 
obtaining the Sabbatine Privilege, may hope to profit by her 
powerful intercession. 


To use the scapular as if it were some kind of good luck 
charm would be to mock both Christ and His Mother. But 
to wear it with faith and devotion is to claim our heavenly Moth- 
er’s maternal protection. It is to remind her that Christ gave 
her to us to be our own Mother. And like every Mother, Mary 
wants nothing more than to see all her children “safe home.” 





Your only luggage on your last journey into Eternity 


will be your supernatural good works. Remember our Convent of 
Perpetual Adoration in your Last Will and in gifts during your lifetime 


and add valuable pieces to your spiritual equipment. 


Benedictine Sisters of Perpetual Adoration 
Clyde, Missouri 
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The Divine Expression of Mercy 


HEN Pope John XXIII described the 
Precious Blood as “the divine expres- 
sion of mercy,” he provided the key to the 
devotion to the Precious Blood and a per- 
fect link with the Sacred Heart’s message 
of love. For mercy is the effect, the ex- 
pression of love in action. And the Pre- 
cious Blood poured out on Calvary’s hill is 
the fullest expression of God’s active love 
for man, even as Christ Himself said, 
“Greater love than this no one has that 
he lay down his life for his friends” (John 
15:13). 


From the beginning God loved man be- 
cause he belonged to Him. He made man 
in His own image, longing to see that 
image perfectly reflected in man’s soul. He 
watched over man with such compassion 
and sympathy for his weakness and misery 
that He felt impelled by His love to come 
to his aid. His Heart “went out” to man, 
so to speak. More than that. God became 
Man, to take on all man’s infirmities and 
grief and to make all men’s sufferings His 
own. “Surely He hath borne our infirmities 
and carried our sorrows” (Isa. 53:4). 


While the whole life of Jesus was a liv- 
ing proof of God’s love, it was in His Pas- 
sion, in the outpouring of His Precious 
Blood, that the final and supreme expres- 
sion was given. Christ was not content 
merely with the shedding of His Blood at 
the scourging or the crowning with thorns, 
on the way of the cross, or in the terrible 
crucifixion. Rather, He wished to drain 
the very wellspring of that precious laver 
of redemption—His Sacred Heart. 
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And so it was: though Christ was immobile, fixed to the 
cross by heavy nails, though His Spirit had already left His Body 
in death, a soldier completed His gift for Him. “One of the 
soldiers with a spear opened His side, and immediately there 
came out blood and water” (John 19:34). It was, in a sense, 
Jesus’ last “word” from the cross: the divine expression of mercy, 
which did not spare nor save back even the last drop. 


Every drop of the Precious Blood is infinite in value, for It 
is the Blood of the God-Man. One drop would have been suffi- 
cient to expiate all the grave offense of sin, all the ingratitude and 
outrageous contempt toward our loving Heavenly Father. One 
drop could have raised all men into the special favor and friend- 
ship which God so longed to give. And yet Jesus gave all. Why, 
if not to show that there is no limit to the mercy of God toward 
those who trust in Him? God, the all-powerful, the all-just, is 
also the all-merciful: “O God, who dost chiefly manifest Thine 
almighty power in long-suffering and in mercy....” (Collect, 
Tenth Sunday after Pentecost). 


Our devotion, then, to the Precious Blood is not just another 
devotion. It is vitally connected with our love of God Himself. 
God’s mercy is an effect of His love and the Precious Blood is its 
expression. For us, the Precious Blood becomes the means of 
salvation and union with God; and our devotion to It, the ex- 
pression of our love and gratitude. Our Holy Father summed it 
up thus: “If the value of the Blood of the Man-God is infinite 
and if the charity is infinite that urged Him to shed it... then 
it is not only suitable but supremely proper that all those re- 
deemed by Its saving flow should pay a tribute of adoration and 
loving gratitude to It.” 


We have in the Precious Blood a priceless means to our 
union with God and at the same time an infinite gift to offer for 
others—especially the poor souls in purgatory. There is no offer- 
ing made to God more acceptable than our charity and mercy 
toward others. As Jesus said to the Pharisees who were so scru- 
pulous in observing the tiniest details of their devotions, but 
knew nothing of the spirit of true love of God: “It is not the 
healthy who need a physician, but they who are sick. But go 
and learn what this means—‘I desire mercy, and not sacrifice’ ” 
(Matt. 9:12-13). 


There are none who are more in need of our mercy than the 
poor souls, who are unable to help themselves and must depend 
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on our suffrages to plead for them at the gates of heaven. It is 
so easy to help these poor souls. As often as we assist at Holy 
Mass, we can offer the Precious Blood to the Eternal Father by 
the hands of Mary in this simple prayer: 


“O Eternal Father, I offer Thee, through the Immacu- 
late Virgin Mary, the Precious Blood of Thy Son for the 
relief of the suffering souls in purgatory.” 


Or a short ejaculation may be used many times daily:* 


“We therefore pray Thee, help Thy servants whom 
Thou hast redeemed with Thy Precious Blood.” (Ind. 
of 300 days.) 


“O Precious Blood of Jesus, cleanse and purify all 
sinners, and free the souls suffering in purgatory.” 


Let us refresh and renew our own spiritual life by frequent 
and fervent partaking of the Precious Blood in Holy Commun- 
ion, believing firmly that we receive both the Body and the Blood 
of Our Lord under the one species of bread. And let us activate 
our devotion by our charity and mercy toward our suffering 
friends and neighbors—on earth and in purgatory. In that way 
divine mercy will again flow through us, will daily find expression 
in our love in action. 


*Many very efficacious prayers and aspirations may be found in our 
booklet, Devotion to the Precious Blood (price: 15¢). 





Spiritual Vitamin for JULY 


Praised and blessed at every 
moment be the Most Sacred Heart 
and Precious Blood of Jesus in the 
thrice Blessed Sacrament. 
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Saint Anne’s Answer 


EVEN-YEAR-OLD Neil Hamilton was playing with the 
neighborhood children on a lumber pile in a vacant lot. On 
a sudden impulse to show off, he jumped from the top of the 
pile. Unfortunately he had not noticed the rocks lying directly 
below; he struck them, with the result that his right arm was 
shattered. At the hospital they found the bone broken com- 
pletely through at the elbow and so badly shattered that only a 
few tendons and a large blood vessel were holding it together. It 
was as limp as a rag. 

The doctors set the bone and fixed it up as best they could 
in a steel casing, which they said would have to be worn for at 
least six months. With tear-stained face his frail little mother 
begged the doctors to tell her the truth: “He'll be all right when 
the time is up, won’t he?” she pleaded. “When you do take off 
the casing the arm will be all right, won’t it?” The doctor replied 
gruffly: “No, Madam. It won’t ever be all right. It will always 
be crippled and useless; you can make up your mind to that 
right now!” 

“Oh, no! No! please don’t say that! You doctors can do 
much more wonderful things than that... surely a little boy’s 
broken arm... .” 

“You overestimate the power of surgery, Madam. Nothing 
on earth can make your boy’s arm all right again. It’s too badly 
broken for that. You can thank heaven that we haven’t had 
to amputate it. It will always be limp and useless to him; but 
at least he won’t have an empty sleeve.” 

Neil’s parents staggered under the blow. They had always 
been poor. The father was a metal polisher, earning twelve or 
fifteen dollars a week. Neil was an only child, and through the 
grim early years they had been looking forward to the time when 
he could ease the family budget. Now even that hope was gone. 
A young man with a useless arm couldn’t expect to get far finan- 
cially, at least not without long years of schooling. 

Neil’s mother wept all night, for she knew what it meant 
to be a cripple! She had carried her own cross for almost seven 
years, for ever since Neil’s birth she had suffered from a terrible 
curvature of the spine. Specialists had pronounced it incurable, 
and at the time of Neil’s accident it had grown so bad that she 
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was completely doubled over. She could not lift her back or 
shoulders even a fraction of an inch, nor could she raise her 
head. Every bone and muscle from head to waist was as if 
petrified. So she knew! 


Just in the week of the accident crowds of people were pre- 
paring to make a pilgrimage to the Shrine of St. Anne de 
Beaupre, in Canada. The idea came to Neil’s mother that she 
must take him to St. Anne’s. She talked it over with her hus- 
band, but he was not a Catholic and feared such a pilgrimage 
would lead only to greater disappointment and heartache. Next 
she went to the doctor who had set the arm. “It’s against all the 
laws of nature,” he stormed. “It’s all right to pray and burn 
candles, and all the rest of the rigmarole, if you get any comfort 
out of it. But when you expect a plaster image or some sort of 
relic to work the miracles that are beyond the scientific skill of 
the best surgeons, well, you’re just wasting time and money— 
and that’s that!” 

Poor woman! he had hit her a hard blow when he men- 
tioned money. His disbelief in the saints could not shake her 
own perfect faith—but the sudden thought of the expense gave 
her pause. To risk the little they had saved in something only 
she believed in seemed like madness. She tried to put the idea 
away, but she couldn’t. She believed so implicitly, so unques- 
tioningly. Her faith had ever been an inspiration to people who 
knew her, and when Neil’s father saw how she felt, he urged her 
to go in spite of the expense. So they went—father, mother and 
child. 

From the moment of their arrival the family attracted much 
attention because of the mother’s affliction. Thousands of people 
were arriving by train, bus and auto—the lame, the blind, the 
deaf, the epileptic. Every type of disease and infirmity was rep- 
resented, yet it happened that at that time Mrs. Hamilton was 
the only person with curvature of the spine. So she was singled 
out for special observation. 

The crowds were so great that it took some time before the 
Hamiltons could approach the sacred relic, and by then every- 
body at the shrine had noticed the terribly deformed woman. At 
the time of the pilgrimage in question, the people were accus- 
tomed to approach the shrine on their knees, and as they as- 
cended the steps, they paused for a Hail Mary on the first and an 
Our Father on the second, and so on, alternately, until they 
reached the top. All eyes were upon Neil’s mother when she 


SO TABERNACLE AND PURGATORY 


began the ordeal. Finally she reached the shrine itself, and for 
an intensely dramatic and crucial moment she huddled there. 
Then, slowly, painfully, she tried to rise. Her hands fluttered in 
feeble movements towards the rail to steady her tortured, trem- 
bling limbs... . 

Then God’s miracle happened! Slowly, gently, the tangled 
snarl of bone and tissue loosened; inch by inch, as she struggled 
with fitful, unaccustomed movements, the muscles of her back 
and shoulders stretched, contracted, resumed their normal posi- 
tions, and then with one sudden, triumphant, final movement, as 
though she were casting off an outworn garment, she staggered to 
her feet and stood there, slender and straight as a soldier! 


In that instant the crowd went wild. There were two thou- 
sand persons there that day, both inside and outside the church, 
and in an instant everyone knew what had happened. The scene 
was indescribable. Hysteria seized everyone. People were crushed 
together and knocked down in the efforts made by enthusiasts 
to reach the woman and touch her, as if to seize for themselves 
some part of the miracle. Many fainted. A frenzy of joy and 
thanksgiving reigned. 

With the excitement of Mrs. Hamilton’s healing, Neil’s brok- 
en arm was completely forgotten. Mr. Hamilton’s one desire was 
to get his wife out of the crowd and back to the quiet of their 
hotel room. But peace and privacy were out of the question. 
Everywhere they were stopped by newspaper reporters and by 
people who wanted to talk about the miracle. 

Back in Lynn, Massachusetts, their home town, Mrs. Hamil- 
ton called at the hospital to show what had happened. “And the 
strangest thing about it,” she said regretfully, “was that I hadn’t 
asked for anything for myself at all; my prayers were all for my 
son, Neil.” 

“Well, maybe God took care of him, too,” the doctors sug- 
gested. “Let’s have a look at that arm right now, shall we?” 

Anxiously Mrs. Hamilton watched as they unwound the 
yards and yards of bandages. Next came the steel casing, and 
then the plaster cast. Slowly, very carefully they worked so as 
not to disturb the splintered bone which it was hoped would 
knit together—maybe—in six months’ time. 

Neil’s mother’s lips moved in silent prayer as the last dress- 
ing was removed. Then the doctor said to Neil, “Can you raise 
your arm?” For a moment, a nameless terror seized the boy, 
paralyzing him with fear. Then, as all held their breath, he tried 
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—and he raised his arm! He raised it up, out, forward, back- 
ward; again and again, a dozen times, until everyone was con- 
vinced. The bone had knit, the flesh had healed, and the arm 
was as well and strong as it was before. In fact, the next day 
Neil was doing handsprings in the street to impress the neigh- 
borhood youngsters. And all this had taken place within ten 
days from the time the bone was set! 

Can anyone wonder that the Hamiltons’ faith in God and 
His goodness and in the power of St. Anne’s intercession has 
ever since been boundless? 


(This story is adapted from an account written by the recipient 
of the second miracle when a young man. It was published in 
the Mother of Mercy’s Message, September 15, 1940. We have 
no information regarding the present whereabouts of Mr. 
Hamilton.) 





Ever Ready to Help 


(In accordance with the decrees of Pope Urban 
VIII, we declare that no miraculous character is 
attributed to the following incidents, judgment 
being reserved to the properly constituted ecclesi- 
astical authority.) 





California: “Enclosed please find an offering in thanksgiving for 

being able to rent my apartment. I promised this 
and publication if through the intercession of Father Lukas I 
could rent the apartment—and I did.” 


Nebraska: “I received the prayer leaflets I asked for. The one 

where Father Lukas is pictured praying the Rosary 
impressed me most. At once I had so much confidence in him 
that I said to him: ‘Father Lukas, you must recite the Rosary 
with me to Our Lady for the favor I need so badly. I will prom- 
ise an offering for a Mass for your beatification if my favor is 
granted, and will have it published.’ Within four hours I received 
this unusual favor, so here is the donation.” 
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Michigan: “Three years ago I became ill, and feared it was a 

mental illness. After six months with a psychiatrist 
and talks with three other doctors, they were still unable to 
determine the cause of the fears I had developed. I made novenas 
to St. Jude and St. Rita for seven months, without success. Last 
month I started praying to Father Lukas to find the cause of my 
sickness. Now I’ve found out what it is. Though I still have it, 
at least I know what I have to fight.” 


Arizona: “For four years I prayed for the return of my daugh- 

ter to the Church and the conversion of her husband. 
I read about Father Lukas in “Tabernacle and Purgatory’ and im- 
mediately started praying to him for this intention. Very shortly 
afterwards, my son-in-law began instructions in the Faith, and 
last month he was baptized and their marriage was performed in 
the Church. (Previously) my son-in-law had said that he would 
never marry in the Church, and his Protestant mother was very 
much opposed. I promised to make this known, in gratitude.” 


California: “Some time ago I wrote to you, saying that we had 

offered a novena of Masses for the cause of Father 
Lukas, to ask him to help us recover some money that someone 
had obtained from us under false pretenses. You told us to keep 
on praying even though the case looked hopeless. Thanks to 
good Father Lukas, we have received our money. It wasn’t easy, 
but we are sure that Father Lukas guided us and told us what 
to do. We promised to send this offering to help with his beati- 
fication.” 


New York: “Will you please send me some leaflets, etc. for the 

beatification of Father Lukas? After reading about 
him in ‘Tabernacle and Purgatory,’ I promised to do what I could 
to (make him known) if my request were answered. My throat 
had been causing concern, but I have had no trouble since I 
prayed to Father Lukas.” 


Wisconsin: “I promised publication in “Tabernacle and Purga- 

tory’ if my prayers (to Father Lukas) were heard, 
for the health and recovery of my daughter and granddaughter. 
They are on the road to recovery. Enclosed please find an offer- 
ing to be used for the beatification of Father Lukas.” 


Indiana: “Please have a Mass offered for the beatification of 
Father Lukas Etlin. Some months ago I had a severe 
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back pain and prayed to Father Lukas. I am sure he heard me, 
as the pain left and has not returned.” 


Kansas: “After reading in “Tabernacle and Purgatory’ about 

the process for the beatification of Father Lukas Etlin, 
O.S.B., I decided to make a rosary novena for his beatification, to 
make a donation and have it published in your magazine if he 
would help me get well after an operation. I was in great pain. 
I am much better now. I went to Mass almost every day in Lent, 
attended the three days’ evening services in Holy Week, and 
services on Easter Sunday. I am so thankful to God for giving 
me strength to do so and to be able to walk and kneel in church 
again. Sincere thanks to Father Lukas.” 


Maryland: “My son had been looking for a good used car for 

many months, but just couldn’t find anything suit- 
able within his price range. His old car was getting worse and 
worse. Finally I asked Father Lukas to please help settle this 
matter. He did so in a few days. My son has a beautiful car 
and he is so happy, and the price was exactly what he could pay.” 


Leaflets with brief sketch of the life of Father Lukas, picture and 
prayer for favors and for his beatification may be obtained from The Rev. 
Vice-Postulator, Conception Abbey, Conception, Missouri. Favors ob- 
tained through his intercession should also be reported to the Rev. Vice- 
Postulator. Contributions for promoting the Cause for beatification and 
canonization will be highly appreciated. 





Alone 


ia HE sstillness adds to tired eyes. 
I wander in a listless wise; 
Alone, in Faith, with loyal tryst 

To see in person Loving Christ. 
I gaze in love, in fervent lore 

Within the sacred precinct door. 
In purity of vision He is there. 

His Heart. Alone He takes all care. 


Francis Moellering, S.J. 
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Little Lovers’ League 


SN’T it easy to think of God in the summertime, Little Lovers? The 
blue skies, the warm sunshine, the cooling breeze on a hot summer’s 
day—these can all be little reminders of your Heavenly Father’s love for 
each one of you. It is really so easy to say “thank you” to God for these 
gifts of His, but it is just as easy to forget—and most people do forget. 
But when God takes away His wonderful gifts, it doesn’t take long for us 
to complain. 

Have you ever said thank you to God for the sweet fragrance of a 
rose or the pleasure of diving into a pool of cool water on a hot day? 
There are many boys and girls your age who do not enjoy these gifts. 
Some are living in Communist lands, living in fear, unable to practice 
their religion. As you enjoy God’s gifts this summer—and always— 
think about these suffering brothers and sisters of yours. It will help 
you to remember to say thank you to God much more often, and it will 
teach you that the big thing in your life is not so much God’s gifts as God 
Himself. Don’t lose Him, Little Lovers, and you won’t lose Him if you 
remember your motto: “Death rather than sin!” Ask St. Dominic Savio 
and St. Mary Goretti to help you to keep these words in your heart and 
on your lips. They said them—they LIVED them—and now they are 
happy with God for all eternity. 


PRACTICE: Say an Our Father every day in thanksgiving for God’s 
many gifts to you. 


ASPIRATION: Blessed be the Precious Blood of Jesus! 


The Miracle Worker 


Christopher closed his book and gazed out across the blue lake. He 
cupped his chin in his hands and sighed. Why couldn’t God work a 
miracle that he could see with his own eyes? Christopher had just been 
reading about Our Lord. His heart had thrilled as he followed the 
Master across the Galilean hills and read of how He had raised the dead 
to life and opened the eyes of the blind. Christopher thought of Peter 
and John and James and the other Apostles who lived close to Him.... 

“Now what does a young lad like you have to worry about?” 
Christopher jumped up, surprised at the sound of a man’s voice. “Didn’t 
mean to frighten you, boy,” said the old man, “but I don’t like to see you 
looking so solemn on such a beautiful day.” “You didn’t scare me; it’s 
just that I thought I was alone out here. This is my favorite spot. I like 
to come out here by the lake and read. My name’s Christopher Kelly.” 
The man sat down beside the boy, and before long Christopher had told 
him all about the book and his longing to see just one miracle. The 
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stranger listened silently, then after a long pause, he said: “Christopher, 
you know you are like the little tree that spent all its time longing to see 
the forest. The reason why it couldn’t see the forest was that it was 
right in the center of it. Lad, you want to see a miracle, and here you 
live surrounded by them.” “I don’t know what you mean, Sir,” said the 
boy. 

“Christopher, let me tell you a story. Once upon a time there lived 
a man and woman who wanted very much for God to send them a son. 
God heard their prayer and a boy was born to them. But the boy was 
born dead. The good parents took their son to a physician and a wonder- 
ful miracle took place. In just a few minutes’ time, their child was filled 
with life. Do you know who that boy was? ” “Of course not; I never 
heard of him,” answered Christopher. “That boy was you, son. When 
you were born, your soul was dead. Your parents took you to the priest, 
and after he poured the waters of baptism over you, a new birth took 
place. That was a miracle, Christopher, a far greater miracle than it 
would be if you were to see a dead man get up and walk again. And 
this is only one example. Every time a sinner walks into the confessional 
with a mortal sin on his soul and comes out cleansed, another dead man 
has been raised to life. Every time you go to Holy Mass, you witness the 
greatest miracle that could ever take place. A tiny wafer of bread be- 
comes the living Body of Jesus, and the wine in the golden chalice 
becomes His Precious Blood. These are miracles, Christopher, that the 
Jews in Palestine during Our Lord’s life did not see.” 


Christopher sat very still as he listened to the old man speaking. 
Why hadn’t he thought of this before? He looked up at the speaker and 
said, “Thank you so very much for telling me this. What you say is all 
so wonderful! But you haven’t told me your name, and how you know 
all these things.” The old man’s eyes were very kind as he looked down 
at Christopher and said: “Just call me Father Paul, son. And how do I 
know these things? You learn them, Christopher, when you hold your 
Creator in your hands. Priests are God’s miracle workers, just as the 
apostles were His miracle workers centuries ago. But now I must be on 
my way. God bless you, Christopher, and I hope you'll be a miracle 
worker yourself some day.” Christopher grinned. “I hope so, too, 
Father Paul. Thanks for the story—and come back again some time.” 
Christopher watched the old priest until he was out of sight. And deep 
inside he thought it might be wonderful to be one of God’s miracle 
workers. 
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your vacation plan is to stay at home and relax, you can spend 
weeks, even the entire summer, visiting with the most charm- 
ing of all people—God's saints, without fear of intruding 
upon their hospitality, or leaving the comfort of your rocking 


chair. Here are some Old Favorites for your reading list: 


Go to Joseph — the “man closest to Christ,” our best model in following Him 
and our most powerful intercessor after Mary. 


Good St. Anne—Grandmother of Christ and our own “indulgent” grand- 
mother (Feast July 26). 


St. Anthony — the Wonder-worker whom everybody knows and loves. 


St. Therese — The Little Flower of Jesus, whose “little way” attracts souls 
in every walk of life. 


St. Benedict — in whom sanctity and sanity were wondrously combined. Scores 
of grateful clients attest to his gift of miracles and his fatherly 
benevolence. 


St. Scholastica — his twin sister, whose prayer brought on a terrific storm 
to make her brother change his mind. Gleams of virtue 
from the scant known facts of her life are given here for 
guidance. 


St. Gertrude — to whom the Sacred Heart confided many precious secrets for 
attaining holiness. 


St. Pius X — Pope of the Eucharist and friend of children. (10¢) 

Shepherd of Shamrock Isle — Bl. Oliver Plunkett, bishop and martyr, who 
lived, fought and suffered in times much like 
our own. (10¢) 


St. Nicholas de Flue — Soldier, statesman, father, and man of God—whose 
life reads like an adventure story. 


And last but not least: two great friends in one | 0¢-booklet — 


St. Rita, model for all wives and mothers, helper in most desperate cases 
—and St. Dymphna, virgin-martyr, a special helper of those af- 
flicted with mental illness. 

All booklets 15¢ each, unless otherwise stated. Postage extra. 

Special for July and August: All booklets listed on this page 

for $1.50, postpaid. 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 





Specials for July 


DEVOTION TO THE PRECIOUS BLOOD (Feast July 1) 


Our Holy Father, Pope John XXIII, has often urged devotion 
to the Most Precious Blood. This booklet gives a real understanding 
of the infinite value of the Precious Blood and enkindles an ardent 
and grateful love for Jesus who gave every drop for love of us. Also 
contains prayers. 


MYSTERIES OF MARY 


Prepare for our Blessed Mother’s visit with the inspiring 
thoughts and prayers given here for the Feast of the Visitation 
(July 2). Then “visit” heaven in spirit with her on the Feast of the 
Assumption (August 15). Includes all Mary’s big feasts for year- 
round devotion. 


SACRAMENTALS 


The difference between the Sacraments and sacramentals is 
clearly explained in this bocklet, which also shows how we can share 
in the merits and prayer-power of the Church through devout use of 
sacramentals. Of special interest for July are the Jubilee Medal of 
St. Benedict and the Scapular of Mount Carmel. 


Each booklet 15¢. Postage extra. 


Each morning at Holy Mass Christ renews the offering of His 
Precious Blood in the Chalice. Your CANDLE burning before the 
Blessed Sacrament will beautifully express your gratitude and return 
of love. A candle will be burned for a day and a night for an offering 
of 50¢; one week for $3.50; one month for $12.00; one year for $144.00. 


For an offering of 10¢ a VIGIL LIGHT will be burned in our 
telic Chapel for your intentions on any day you choose, before the 
relics of the Passion, or those of one of the great July saints: St. James 
the Apostle, St. Ignatius Loyola, St. Anne, St. Vincent de Paul, St. 
Bonaventure, St. Mary Magdalene; or before the shrine of the Infant 
Jesus of Prague 


Benedictine Convent of Perpetual Adoration, Clyde, Missouri 








